five, and the counting lasted for hours . . .*' When
they had witnessed the shooting down of one-fifth
of their comrades, they were given the choice
between being shot down as well and fighting in
the foreign legion on Franco's side. Most of them
chose the second alternative, thinking that once they
were at the front again they would be able to desert.
This was precisely what these three had done, and
they told us that the following evening a great
many more would probably arrive. None came,
however, neither that evening nor the next, and it
was more than a week before eleven more deserters
suddenly crossed over to us. We asked them why
there were so few and why they had not come
sooner. Then they said, ' The morning after the
first three had deserted, the officers shot down all the
sentries who had been on duty that night. They
also gave out that, if there should be any more
desertions, not a single man from Malaga would be
left alive in the battalion. That was why we
hesitated, but when yesterday evening we heard
your loud speaker and knew that there were men
from Malaga here too, we could no longer hold out
and we came, although we know that it means
death for the others.5 "

The bomb-shattered hall of the town council of
Valencia.   The meeting was opened by Negrin, the